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Yesterday  and  Today 


L.  A.  CHEE 

In  the  lonely-peaceful  land  of  my  people  I  ride 

I  feel  the  cool-fresh  air  of  the  red  valley. 

I  see  my  old  grandfather  still  singing 
songs  of  yesterday 

He  still  thinks  of  the  many  things  he  did 
during  the  ‘old  times’. 

He  remembers  the  way  he  used  to  herd  sheep 
and  cattle  when  he  was  strong. 

With  him  everything  is  still  ‘old  days’ 
even  when  his  grandchildren 

ride  in  a  fast-red  pickup  and 
he  rides  a  brown  and  white  horse 
with  a  colt  following 

But  me?  I  like  the  new  days  that  are  here  today. 

Gone  days  I  remember  still 

My  dear  old  grandmother 

She  laughed  when  she  told  me  old  stories. 

She  taught  me  rug  weaving 

When  my  little  fingers  knew  nothing. 


I  Had 


RAY  BALDWIN  LOUIS 

Hold  fast  my  son 

The  work  isn’t  done 

Though  the  sun  is  down 

We  still  need  to  plow  the  ground- 

And  plant  the  seeds 

Before  tomorrow’s  sun 

‘cause  that’s  when  our  seeds 

Will  blossom,  my  son. 


In  the  back  of  our  minds 
Lie  those  wonderful  times 
We  have  built  in  a  world  of  our  own. 


They  are  ours  now  to  keep 
To  dream  of  when  we  sleep 
The  blossoming  of  seeds  we  have 


Ray  'BaWwin  Louis 


